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purpose in calling at Port de Paix was to explore the smaller
adjacent island of Tortuga and write about the pirate spawn
that flourished there three centuries before. Tortuga lay di-
rectly across a seven-mile channel from Port de Paix. It was
the very "birth nest'* of piracy in the western hemisphere.
About this subject more later. We concern ourselves here
with the anchor of Columbus.
In Haiti one finds the big blue wild pigeon which abounded
by hundreds of millions in North America at one time and
which disappeared almost overnight in one of the unfathom-
able mysteries of nature. There are also wild guineas, but
aside from the two species named the game bird quota of Haiti
is exhausted. Accompanied by a native to carry the kill
I spent some time ashore and returned with a couple of
pigeons. The Dutch freighter had finished loading and was
anchored near the "Haitian navy." Preparations were going
forward on the Dutch boat to up anchor and away. A small
steam winch on the prow was tugging at the anchor chain.
The personnel of President Dartiguenave's navy were sprawled
about the deck as only Haitian natives know how to sprawl.
"Admiral" Valliere was alert as always.
"The old tub seems to have her ground tackle stuck," ob-
served Admiral Louie.
I avowed as much.
The steam winch groaned. The anchor chain protested. The
little tramp steamer tipped a bit and her captain, a florid
faced Dutchman, swore a good well-rounded oath in English.
Another try and he cussed in French. A third and he gave
vent to his feelings in German. No anchor. It was fixed there in
the harbor bottom, twenty feet down, to something very solid.
The harbor bed at Port de Paix is composed of muck and
coral. Of the latter, however, a steam winch might be de-
pended upon to snag out a considerable growth. Our friend,

